erer tres, 27777 V 22224744 17 
The Fryyer Well fitted. 


OR, 
A pretty F ſt that once beſell, 
How a Mail put a Fryer to ccol in the Well. 
To a merry Tune. 


S J lay muſing all a lone, 2 7 — Tony the Mee bee Wall agre, 
Fa, la, la. la, la. Fa, la, la, la. la. 
Apzettp jeaft I thought upon, 4 No monp _— part mp Lobe and me. 
Fa, la, Ia, la, la. Fa, la, la la, la, 


Chen liſten a while, and J woll vou fel, Beſoze that J will ſ& the lack, 


Df a Fryer that lov'o a bonn Laſſe wel Ile pawn my grep Gown from mp back. 
Fa, la, 1a, la, la. 1 Fa, la, &c. 


Fa, la, la, lang- tre-down-dil'y. 4 {The Pad bethorght ber 07 8 wile, 
Pe came to the Pald when the went to bed Fa, la, la, la, la, 


Fa, Ja, la, la, Ia. 5 Pow ſhs the Fryer miabt beguile, 
Deſiring to have her maiten-head, Fa, la, la, la, la, 
Fa, la, la, la, la. While 'P was gone the truth to felt; 
But ſbe denped his deſire, She dung a cloath beleze the wen, 
And told bim that ſhe fe ar d Hell fire: Fa, la, &c. 
Fa, la, &c. 8 Cbe Frysr came as bis cotenant was, 
Tuſh (quoth the Frier) thon n&d'ff not Fa, la, Ia, la, la. 
Fa, la, la, la, Ja. (doubt Mith mony anto bis bonnp Laſſe,' 
It thou wert in Hen J coul'd fing! the ont, Fa, la, la. la, la. 
Fa, la, la, la, la, (re queſt, 7 Sd mozrow fafr Paid, god moꝛro quot h 


Then/quoth the Pafd)thoy ſhalt — thy 8 Here is the mony J promiſed th. (he, 
Lhe riet was glad as Fox in his nett. Fa, la, la, &e. | 


Fa, la, &c, be thankt'the man, and ſhe fok bis mony 
But ons thing (quoth the) I do defire, Fa, la, la, Ia, la. 
Fa, la, la; la, la. 4 Now let us go tot, guoth be, ſwat hong. 1 
Betoze pou have what pon ti galrs, Fay Ia, la, Ja, Ia. 
Fa, la, la, la, la. Db Map, quoth the, fome reſpite make, 
' Bekozs that pon ſhall doe the thing, Py Father comes, he wil ms take. 
| 2 mo in Wa 2 ou me im. Fa, la, la, la, Iv. 
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The ſecbnd part, to the (mae tune, 


0 one.. W 2 
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" A La9(quoth the Frier) where hall 1 & Nnoth he, fo2 ſw#t Haint Francis ſaks 
| Fa, la, la, la, Ia. tun, Fa, la, la, la, la. 
*| To hide mes till that he be gone, 3 On bia Diſciple pitty take 
Fa, la, la, la, la. Fa, la, la, la, la. | 
Behind ths cloath run thon, quoth the, Quoth ſhe Saint Francis never taught 
And there my Father cannot thee (&, Hts Scdollers to tempt poang Patds to 
Fa, la, la, la. 1a. f „ Fa, la, &c. (naught. 
| Fa, la, la, larg-cre-down-dilly. Lhe Fryer did intreat her fil 
Bebind the cloath ths Frier crept Fa, Ia, la, la, la. 
Fa, la, la, la, la. | What ths would help him ont of the Well 
And into the Mell on the ſudden he leapt, Fa, la, la, la la. 
Fa, la, la, la, la. 57 She beard him make much pit ious moan 
Alas zusth be, J am in the Well, Sbe yelpt him out and bid him be gone. 
No matter queth ſhe, if thou wort in Hel. 5 Fa, la, &c. 
Fa, la, la, & c. Daoth be, ſhall A have my mony again 
Thon ſafeff thou could ing me out of Bel 9? Fa, la, la, la, la. 
485 Fa, Ia, ls, Ja, la. Whfcb thou from me haſt befoze-hand tans 
| Now I pzeth ſing thy ſelf out of þ Well 3 Fa, la, la, la, la. 
| Fa, la, la, la, la. GOad fir, ſaid ſhe, there*s no ſuch matter 
4 be Fryer ſang on witb a pittitull ſound eo Ale make pon pay foz fouling my water. 
Ob belp me ont; o; J ſhall be dromn d. 7 Fa, la, &c. 
Fa, la, la, la, &c. s The F2yer want all along the firet, 
I trow quoth ſhe, pont courage is told Fa, la, la, la, la. , 
Fa, la, la, la, la. Dꝛoping wet like a naw wacht Bp 
Quoth the Frier. J never was ſo fol d Fa, la, la, la, la. 
Fa, la, la, la, la. | Both old and pormg commended the Paid, 
A never was ſerved ſobefoz (no moe ep That ſach a witty pzank had plaid. 
het take dad quoth ſhe,thon com ᷑ thers Fa, la, la, la, la. TEE 
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